"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

CHARLES. And I, who am called a king, cannot get
rid of him. This house is Isaac Newton's; and he can
order you out and throw you out of the window if you
dont go. But my house must harbor the vilest scoundrel
in Europe while he parades in lawn sleeves through the
street with his No Popery mob at his heels, and
murders our best Catholic families with his brazen
perjuries and his silly Popish plot that should not
impose on a rabbit. No man with eyes in his head
could look at the creature for an instant without seeing
that he is only half human.

JAMES. Flog him through the town. Flog him to
death. They can if they lay on hard enough and long
enough. The same mob that now takes him for a saint
will crowd to see the spectacle and revel in his roarings.

CHARLES. That will come, Jamie. I am hunting out
his record; and your man Jeffries will see to it that the
poor diwle shall have no mercy. But just now it is not
Gates that we have to kill: the people would say that
he was murdered by the Catholics and run madder
than ever. They blame the Catholics now for the Great
Fire of London and the plague. We must kill the
Popish Plot first. When we have done that, God help
Titus Gates! Meanwhile, away with you to Scotland
and try your cat-o-ninetails on the Covenanters there.

JAMES. Well, I suppose I must, since England is
governed by its mob instead of by its king. But I tell
you, Charles, when I am king there shall be no such
nonsense. You jeer at me and say that I am the pro-
tector of your life, because nobody will kill you to
make me king; but I take that as the highest compli-
ment you could pay me. This mob that your Protest-

55